Which long agone hadst lost the vulgar sight,

Hadst caught her) let me wonder at thy flight,

And now mak'st proud the better eyes, that they

Can see thee lessen'd in thine airy way;

So while thou mak'st her Soul by progress known,

Thou mak'st a noble progress of thine own.

From this world's carcase having mounted high

To that pure life of immortality;

Since thine aspiring thoughts themselves so raise,

That more may not beseem a creature's praise;

Yet still thou vow'st her more, and every year

Mak'st a new progress whilst thou wand'rest here;

Still upward mount, and let thy Maker's praise

Honour thy Laura, and adorn thy lays;

And since thy Muse her head in heaven shrouds,

Oh! let her never stoop below the clouds;

And if those glorious sainted souls may know

Or what we do or what we sing below,

Those acts, those songs, shall still content them best

Which praise those awful pow'rs that make them blest.